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Shiner 


"Bunch of homos, huh?" 


James smashed his fist into the side of Jason's face, knocking him to the floor. He stepped over the threshold 


and shut the door behind him. 


"That's pretty fucking rich, Jay. You calling us a bunch of fucking homos." James loomed ominously over Jason, 
then drew back a foot and kicked him in the ribs. "You came onto me in the first fucking place." 


Jason curled into a ball at his feet, one hand cradling his head and the other wrapped round his ribs; James 
wasn't quite sure if Jay was trying to escape his fists and feet, or his words. Either way, his cock felt pretty 
fucking happy about it. 


"Everyone heard that fucking gem of yours. Even fucking Bob. Did you seriously think Toby wouldn't come to 


us with it?" 


He reached down and grabbed a handful of Jay's hoodie, pulling the laces tight then bunching it up in his fist 
and relentlessly pulling him upwards. Jason lurched and stumbled as he came up off the floor, arms wind- 
milling wildly as he clutched uselessly at the air. As soon as he found his footing, a sharp tug from James 
pulled him back off balance again. He fell heavily against James’ chest, his breath coming out in short, 
painfully-loud pants. 


"If you wanted to get my fucking attention, you could've just turned up naked in my suite instead of making a 
fucking idiot out of yourself. Fuck, even that ribbon thing wouldve gotten my attention." James said harshly. 


He tipped Jason's head back and roughly rubbed his thumb under Jason's eye; it came away glistening with 
unwillingly shed tears. Already the abused eye was swelling shut and reddening like a ripe plum; Jason glared 
balefully at him through the meagre slit that was left of his eye. Tangling his free hand in Jason's hair, James 
kissed him hard. 


"You're going to have a real fucking shiner now. And whose fault is that, dick?" 


Jason opened his mouth to reply and got as far as drawing in a shaky breath before James back-handed him 
across his open mouth. Unyielding rings met soft flesh and his lip split open 


"You've done enough fucking talking for one day, Jay." 

James flopped down onto the couch, dragging Jason along with him. Spreading his legs wide, he dragged Jason 
by his hair until he was sullenly knelt between his legs. Flashing a shit-eating grin at him, he unzipped his fly 
and pulled Jason's head forward. 


"You can do something more fucking productive with that smart mouth of yours now... 


A small, private smile flitted across Jason's face before he scooted closer and bent his head. 


FIN. 


Welt 


Author's Notes: 
The Brian referred to in this story is Brian \Cheeze\' Hall-the bassist for Sebastian Bach\'s band, Bach Tight 


Five. 


Welt 


Another day, another fucking awards ceremony. At least there were perks occasionally.. and this was definitely 
one of the better ones to cross paths with him recently. He tumbled through the doorway, lip-locked with his 
pick-up for the evening. Breaking away for a moment, he shrugged out of the confines of his suit jacket and 
let it drop as Brian pushed him against the door frame, kissing him frantically. 


James devoured Brian's mouth, chasing the last traces of smoky bourbon around it. He tangled his hands in 
Brian's hair, pulling him closer and grinding against him. Christ, he was half-drunk on just the taste of the 
booze and the feel of Brian, amazing how a younger guy could strip away all the fucking years in an instant. 
One hand delved into his suit pants and squeezed his cock; his groan was swallowed by Brian's eager mouth. 
Brian slowly dropped to his knees and struggled with James’ belt and pants. He pushed his mane of hair out of 
his face before leaning forward and devouring James’ dick as voraciously as he had his mouth. James tipped 
his head back against the door frame and shut his eyes; fuck, the kids mouth was like a furnace. He tangled 
one hand in Brian's silky hair and arched his hips forward. 


The hairs on the back of his neck prickled; something didn't feel right... 

The air was thick with their heavy breathing, but it seemed too thick - noisier than it should have been 
Reluctantly cracking open an eye, he scanned the room. In the dim light he just made out an odd, dark shape at 
the foot of the bed. 

"Fuck!" 

James shoved Brian aside and fumbled for the light switch beside him. Blinking rapidly, it took a few seconds 
for his eyes to adjust, as soon as they did, he snapped the light off again. He quickly tucked his cock back into 


his pants and zipped up; the rasp of the zip grated on his suddenly taut nerves. 


"Brian," he said softly, conscientiously trying to keep the rage out of his voice. "Look, | need to take care of 


some shit--" 


"Cheeze," slurred Brian as he lurched tipsily to his feet. He looked towards the shape. "Was that--" 


Fucking kid... He grabbed him; kissing him hard, he subtly turned him and walked him backwards out of the 


room, never breaking contact and blocking his view completely. 


wouw 


When he re-entered the bedroom, the shape.. presence hadn't moved; he walked over to the desk and snapped 
on the little light that sat there. Dim light shone from the lamp and lit the tableau in front of him. A naked 
figure was kneeling on the floor, head bent low and hands resting palm-up on the thighs, at the foot of the 


bed. Incongruously, there was a splash of blue over the groin 


James' heart skipped a beat, when it resumed, it was galloping at full pace. The slow burn he'd been building up 


with Brian vanished and was replaced by roiling waves of anger, tinged with both embarrassment and lust. 
He took a closer look at the splodge. It twitched. With a step forward, the splodge slowly resolved into a bow. 
"What the fuck?" 


James could see the bow twitching and rising slowly as he stalked towards the kneeling figure. Long curls 


obscured the face, but he already knew who it fucking was; who else would be this fucking stupid? 

Raising his hand he viciously slapped the figure across the face. Chestnut curls bobbed wildly in the lamp-light 
as Jason rocked back on his heels; a red blotch began to bloom on one cheek Jason bent his head again and 
seemed to stare at his hands in silent contemplation. 

"What the hell do you think you're doing, Jay?" snarled James. 

He reached down and grabbed Jason's hair, yanking his head up and forcing him to meet his furious gaze. 
"Fucking answer me, dick." 

"You said this was a good way to get your attention, so here | am, getting your fucking attention” Jason 
stared back at James, his face was impassive, but his cock - and the ridiculous ribbon - bobbed with each 
word, betraying his excitement. 

Letting go of Jason's hair, he backhanded him across the face. A thin trickle of blood quickly ran across 
Jason's face and dripped down, like a grotesque waterfall, onto his thigh. A twin drip fell slowly from James’ 
ring. 

"Why tonight, Jay?" 


"What? I'm doing what you fucking said to do. See, I've even got the fucking ribbon.. and your attention... 


James growled and drew back his leg, taking careful aim on Jason's belly. 


"What the fuck do you want this time?" 


In silent answer, Jason's hands trailed up James' leg, the calluses on his fingers occasionally snagging on the 
fabric when he dug his fingers in. Finally his meandering path stopped at James’ belt, the tongue and the buckle 
hung against his pants legs, framing his hard cock. Jason rose on his knees and ran his fingers over the buckle 
then tugged slightly, the belt slipped smoothly through the loops and into his hands. Sitting back on his heels, 
he coiled the belt and offered it to James. 


"Always pushing the fucking envelope, huh?" 


James snatched the belt from Jason's outstretched hands. It cracked loudly as he snapped it experimentally 
between his hands. Jason shuddered at the noise; his eyes following the motion of the smooth leather. He was 
still transfixed by it when James’ foot caught him below his ribs and sent him sprawling across the carpet. 
Writhing and gasping he lay there as James stripped off his shirt and shoes. 


Turning back to Jason he weighed the belt in his hands, before finally grasping the buckle and wrapping a coil 
round his fist. The length of the belt hung from his hand, swinging lazily as he flexed his arm. "Get up," he 
snapped. "I didn't fucking tell you to lie down." 


Jason whimpered but slowly did as he was ordered. He pushed up onto his hands and knees and prepared to 
stand up. Seconds later the belt whistled through the air and bit into his shoulders, knocking him back down to 
his belly; a scarlet welt sprang to life straight away. The tongue seemed to lick lasciviously at Jason's back 
before sliding away for another lash. It was greedy, he was greedy, Jay was fucking greedy. No, Jay was 


fucking manipulative... 


He drew back his arm and set to it methodically. Welts blossomed over Jason's back as he worked his way 
down to his ass, and by the time he was finished his cock was throbbing and straining against the zipper of his 
suit pants. Jason had long since devolved into a whimpering mass of sensation who could only arch up into each 
blow. 


Dropping the belt, he reached down and tangled his hand in Jason's hair again. "Up," he hissed into Jason's ear. 


Stepping away he quickly unzipped his pants, indulging in a deep sigh of relief as his cock sprang free. He kicked 
out of them and gave his cock a few long, slow strokes before moving towards the bedside table. He stopped 
short and grinned as he spotted the open tube of lube that lay there. Manipulative asshole or not, sometimes 
Jay was really fucking good.. 


"Bend over the bed, bitch." 


Turning around, he watched as Jay slowly crawled over to the bed and pushed himself to his feet. His hair 
tumbled forward onto the bedspread as he carefully bent over and bowed his head again, hiding his face and 
emotions in one fell swoop. His back and ass were covered in livid red welts in stark contrast to the pale skin 


surrounding them; bold scarlet brush strokes on a pure white canvas. Unable to resist the urgings of his cock 


any longer, he positioned himself behind Jason and lightly ran his hand down his back, grinning as Jason hissed 
sharply and tried to shrink away from his touch. Gripping Jason's hips firmly, he spread his ass open, lined 
himself up and slid home in one smooth stroke. They both groaned loudly. James knew he wasn't going to last 
long, he was wound too tight... 


He plunged in and out, riding Jay hard and fast. Jason made inarticulate noises, long since past the point where 


words were possible. 

"What's the matter, Jay? Your smart mouth finally run out of trash?" 

James let loose a short gasping laugh; reaching around for Jason's cock, his fingers encountered the ribbon. 
Growling slightly, he pulled hard at one of the trailing ends, halting the movement of his hips while he tugged. 
Jason groaned and bucked backwards. His fingers, normally so agile, took several long minutes to remove the 
fucking thing. 

"Is this what you wanted, Jay?" 

A rasping whimper was his only answer. 


| can't hear you. Speak the fuck up." 


Squeezing Jason's balls cruelly, James began to piston his hips again. Jason yelped and tried to buck him off; 
James squeezed harder and started to twist his wrist. 


"Yes, goddammit! Let go!" screamed Jason. 

James grinned and twisted harder. Jason jerked then stiffened as he came, followed a few minutes later by 
James. He collapsed on top of Jason, who grunted feebly in protest. "Sorry," he muttered as he rolled onto the 
bed and sprawled out, utterly spent. A few minutes later, Jason crawled up his body and flopped down on his 
chest. "Thank-you," he said softly. 

James carefully wrapped his arms around him. "You okay?" he asked. 


"Yeah, m'good," yawned Jason as he reached out and twitched the bedspread over them. 


James yawned too. "Christ... sometimes | wish we were normal." his voice trailed away as he drifted off to 


sleep. 


FIN 


Fracture 
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Fracture 


"Look, I'll do it to you first. You'll like it" 


Jason wrapped his arms around James and rolled them over, riding James’ cock with a force that took their 
breath away and made James momentarily forget that he didn't want this. Eyes shining with excitement, Jason 
raised a shaky hand and trailed it along James’ jaw. He leaned in close, his breath hitting James’ cheek in short, 
hot pants making him flinch back 


James tried to protest, but his throat cracked on the first syllable. He tried again, "No--" 


Too late. Jason clamped one hand down over his windpipe; keeping the pressure on, he shifted his weight so 
that he could bear down more. His eyes bulged. He scrabbled at Jason's hand, trying to pull it off and then in 
sheer terror, he tried to prise his fingers back. Black spots danced in his eyes as he made a last-ditch 
attempt for freedom. 


Dimly he heard Jason curse, then precious air rushed into his lungs. He took a rasping breath and pushed hard 
at Jason toppling them over onto their sides, the momentum pulling his softening cock out of Jason's ass. Fuck. 


Fuck 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" he yelled as he rolled off the bed in search of his clothes. "You almost 


choked me!" 
Jason ignored him; he was stretched out on the bed, unhurriedly jerking himself to completion. 


| already told you | wouldn't do it; it's way too fucking dangerous, and some fucked up part of your tiny brain 
thinks that I'd like it? You're fucking crazy, man!" 


With a heavy groan Jason came, back arched like a bow as ropey strands of semen splashed onto his chest. 


James glared at him as he tried to force his leg into a pair of jeans. 


"Everything has to keep getting bigger and better and even more fucked up with you. You can't just be fucking 
content with me? It always has to escalate.." he took a deep breath. "We've already had this argument. I'm not 
fucking going there and if you keep pushing then I'm fucking leaving." 


Exactly what he was leaving hung unspoken in the air between them. 


"No, you've already had this argument. You talked right over me then, and you're fucking doing it again now." 
Jason rolled out of bed and stalked over to him, his face reddening again. "When we got back together, you said 
that it wouldn't be like before. You'd be considerate of my needs; we'd be equals. I'm not seeing a whole lot of 
fucking consideration here, buddy!" 


"I'm uncomfortable with this, this need of yours to have me hurt you--" 


"You're uncomfortable? Listen to you! You sound like fucking Phill And as for being fucking uncomfortable, 
what's the problem? You're just fine and dandy kicking the shit out of me, or taking a belt to my ass, but you 
can't put one hand round my throat? You fucking pussy!" He punctuated his words with sharp, accusing jabs to 
James’ chest. 


Months of expensive therapy fell away from James, like scales from his eyes, as he reacted instinctively, 
smashing his fist into Jason's nose, he grabbed some clothes and ran out of the house. After he'd driven a 
few miles down the road at breakneck speed, he realised that he'd run out of his own home. Fuck, he was still 
naked too. 


A maddening itch drew his attention to the drying blood spattered across his knuckles. Pulling over to the side 
of the road, he frantically rubbed and scratched at his hand, needing to erase every trace of Jason from him. 
Every breath he took was a harsh reminder of what had happened, as the air squeezed through his swelling 
throat. 


Turning the truck around, he drove to the beach and washed in the surf, scooping up handfuls of coarse, wet 

sand and scrubbing at himself until his skin was as raw and sore as he felt inside. He wrapped himself in an old 
ratty blanket covered in dog hairs, curled up in the cab and fell into a fitful sleep. His dreams were filled with 

all his old demons, who gleefully welcomed him back to the fold. 


XE% 

Next day at HQ, Kirk wrinkled his nose at the salty tang which clung to him. He gave James--and his swollen 
knuckles--a pointed look, but didn't say anything. No one did. He drifted through the rest of the day, and week 
in a numbed haze, wandering through the corridors at night like a wraith. Sleep eluded him, well, decent sleep 
did. He could easily fall asleep, but each time he did, he was confronted with nightmarish scenarios dreamed up 
by his hard-working personal demons. The guys were starting to sneak worried glances at him and he'd heard 


vague mutterings about calling Phil in for an emergency session. Even Bob was being pleasant. 


Jason called him non-stop, filling both his voicemail and answering machine almost as soon as he deleted the 


calls, bombarded him with emails, and even turned up at HQ demanding to talk to him. The messages gradually 
changed from pleading professations of love, to pathetic whines and then to out-and-out bitchiness. Life slowly 
returned to normal, everyone stopped looking at him oddly and being nice. 


He was sorting out his dry-cleaning one evening and came across a crumpled scrap of paper in one of his suit 
pants. Smoothing the creases out, he realised it was Cheeze's--no Brian's, he couldn't fucking call him Cheeze-- 
cell number. Fuck, when was that? The Grammy's? No, VHI perhaps? What-the-fuck-ever... He stared at it, 
unblinking, until the numbers blurred out of focus. Should he call? What the fuck would he say? Hey, its James 
Hetfield - we got all hot and horny together then | threw you out? No, he couldn't call. The kid would have been 
perfect though... He stuffed the note into a drawer and tried to put it out of his mind. 


EK 

Images of Brian, kneeling in front of him, and sucking his cock, kept popping into his head at the worst possible 
moments. Lars was talking at him--something about Skylar and her unreasonable demands--and he couldn't 
focus on more than one word in five. Memories of a hot, wet and eager mouth wailed through his head with a 
back-beat provided by the insistent pulsating demands of his cock, which was threatening to erupt out of his 
jeans at any moment. 


Taking a deep and shaky breath, he tried to calm himself down. He pinned his attention on Lars and made an 
effort to listen to every word. So far Lars hadn't noticed anything odd.. he just needed to get through this and 
then he could make a dash for the bathroom (or the nearest closet) and jerk off. Shit. Why did he have to 
think of that? His cock redoubled its attempts to drill through his jeans; folding his hands in his lap, he tried to 
surreptitiously rub the straining bulge. 


Of course, Lars chose that moment to take a breath and realise James’ near silence. With one glance he took 
in James' flushed face, heavy breathing and suspicious wriggling. "What the fuck is with you? First you're in 
some weird motherfucking mood, walking around like you're a fucking ghost, and this week you're fucking 


rubbing your motherfucking dick any chance you get? What is this shit?" 


What he meant to say was something like "| dumped Jay" or even "Jason went fucking nuts and tried to 
strangle me", but instead, he dropped his head, stared at his boots and muttered, "I've lost myself again’. 


Staring blankly at him, Lars said "What?" 


And so the whole sorry mess came pouring out... Therapy had loosened his tongue so much that all it took was 
one good prod and he'd spill his guts. Everyone knew that he and Jason had a.. thing, and it was fucking obvious 
that something had happened... 


By the time his flow of words slowed to a trickle, he felt lighter and the frenzied throbbing in his crotch had 
shrunk to a dull ache. He could live with that. 


Lars chewed his ever-present gum thoughtfully before sliding it to one side and asking, "He knows?" 


"Well, yeah.. he had his mouth around my fucking dick, Uli" James looked at Lars as if he'd lost his mind. 
"No, no." Lars flapped his hands dismissively as he paced around the kitchen. "He knows about Jason?" 
"Oh. Not sure - doubt it though. He only got a glimpse and | never mentioned his name" 

"How long?" Lars leaned on the back of a chair and stared intently at him 

"Coupla seconds” 


"Huh. Okay. You going to see him again? Jay, | mean" Lars stuck a finger in his nose, had a good scrape around 


and peered closely at the results. Wincing, James looked away, did he want fo see him again? Did he miss him? 
"No," he said slowly, turning his thoughts over and examining them carefully before setting them free, "I don't” 


"Gonna call this kid?" Lars flitted over to the fruit bowl on the counter and started to peel a banana. James 
groaned as his dick began to fill again. Making a hunched-over crablike scuttle towards the door, he said, "I 


might have to." 
Lars' wicked snicker followed him as he pelted down the corridor. 


xX% 

James paced around the suite rubbing his cock absentmindedly through his jeans as he indulged in yet another 
replay of the abortive blow-job that Brian had given him. Christ, the mouth on that kid.. so fucking eager. By 
the time the doorbell rang, his anticipation had built up to unbearable levels. 


Padding over, he opened the door and ushered Brian in. His hands itched to rip Brian's clothes off, toss him 
onto the floor and fuck his brains out. Instead, he leered at his ass, watching the long blond hair swish against 
it as he walked. His cock twitched, eager to bury itself in that luscious ass. 

"Want a drink?" he stood by the mini bar. "We got just about everything in here.” Brian hesitated. 

"You sure, man?" 

"Yeah. Coors?" he held up a can and grabbed a soda for himself as Brian nodded and shrugged out of his jacket. 
After shooting the shit for a while, his nerves and cock were strained to their very limits. Finally he figured 
out what was going on: alpha male shit. If he wanted to get laid, then he'd have to make the first move; Brian 
wasn't about to lay a finger on him without some sort of fucking permission slip. God, this shit was so 
awkward when sober. He fleetingly thought of just showing Brian out, thanking him for coming, then calling Jay; 


wouldn't it be easier just to put up with his shit in return for a little bit of understanding? 


Silently cursing his lack of resolve, he plucked the empty can out of Brian's hand and tossed it onto the table. 


With his other hand he grabbed a handful of Brian's hair and then swooped in for a kiss. Brian stiffened in 
surprise and then his mouth opened eagerly for him, their tongues bumping and slithering together obscenely 
as they urgently explored each other's mouths. 


He pulled Brian onto his lap and groaned as their cocks rubbed together. The weight of Brian on his lap and 
against his chest was good, pushing him deeper into the couch. He cupped and squeezed Brian's ass roughly; 
Brian groaned and pushed back into his hands, shifting restlessly as he nipped and licked his way down James’ 
neck. James ran his hands up Brian's muscled back and plucked at his t-shirt. "Off," he muttered between 
kisses. 


Brian leaned back and pulled off his shirt, inching it up over his abs and teasing it over his chest before 
tossing it to the carpet. James slid one hand up Brian's back and slowly pulled him back against his chest, 
running his other hand over Brian's chest and shoulders and up, to tangle in the hair at the nape of his neck. 


Capturing his mouth again, he drove his hips wildly against Brian's, moaning as Brian ground back against his 


dick. 


The leather of the couch creaked in concert with their thrusts, sounding almost as excited as them. After a 
particularly desperate groan from the couch, James laughed and nudged Brian upwards and towards the 


bedroom. 


EK 

He awoke to the unmistakable feeling of morning wood pressing damply against his ass. Rolling over and smiling 
sleepily, he reached over and stroked the hard cock that his questing hand found, then slid his hand down to 
cup and fondle the heavy balls that lay against the hairy thigh. Nice... Without thought he gave them a wicked 
squeeze and twist, wrenching them heartlessly. The yelp that reached his ears was completely unexpected; 
jerking his head up he realised that the hair spilled out over the pillows was blonde, not the chestnut curls 
which he'd expected. Ooops. 


He soothed Brian with little cat-like kisses, licks and reassuring strokes which sent an odd rush racing round 
his own body. His finger-tips explored languidly, enjoying the feel of another's skin beneath them, the play of 
the muscles as Brian arched and flexed under him. He bent his head and traced the outline of Brian's tattoo- 
the little dragon seemed to be snorting fire into his face-then laved the tightening nipple with his tongue until 


it seemed to throb of its own accord. 


"Want you," he whispered into Brian's ear, nipping the lobe then sliding his mouth over Brian's and swallowing 
the slight whimper that he made. It wasn't enough.. he wanted to hear him cry out in pain, watch as his face 


twisted with pain. Fuck, where did that come from? 


He rolled over and fished in the bedside table drawer for a fresh condom and some lube. He used the excess 
lube to roughly finger Brian's ass, lined up and shoved his way in. The resulting yowl probably woke up the rest 
of the floor but was music to his ears, sending a white-hot flash of lust through his body. Now that was the 
right sort of noise. Reluctantly drawing back, he peered through the dim light at Brian's twisted-up face. "I'll go 


slow, okay?" It was beginning to feel like he was screwing a chick, he had to be so fucking careful and delicate; 


Jason seemed fucking invulnerable in comparison. He could get used to it.. grow into it, maybe. He'd wanted 


some semblance of normality and he'd gotten that in spades. 


Brian took a few shaky breaths, then, wrapping his legs around James' hips he nodded for him to continue. 
Staring into Brian's slightly unfocused eyes he felt another jolt go through him as his mind mercilessly 
reminded him of Jason's glazed eyes, tears gathering at the corner 


"Is this okay for you?" Brian nodded once more. 


This... polife.. sex wasn't working for him. The fucking kid was so cowed and passive. A fleeting memory of Jason, 
blood trickling from the corner of his mouth, but still gloriously defiant flashed through his mind. His cock 
twitched in remembrance. He couldn't look at Brian whilst thinking of him.. he pulled out and sat back on his 
haunches. "Turn over," he said hoarsely, pushing and guiding Brian till he was just right, then pushing his way 
back in more carefully and slowly working up to a pounding tempo. His conscience urged him to make it good 


for the kid, so he slid his hand around and jerked the kid in a loose rhythm. 


Shutting his eyes, he tried to focus on just feeling but got distracted by the noises Brian was making which 
weren't right somehow. They were pretty enough, all gasping moans underpinned by the slap of sweaty skin, 
but there was no depth to them; they weren't being dragged kicking and screaming from his soul... Which 
brought his mind back to Jason. Again. 


Giving up, he let his mind roam freely whilst he pumped them both miserably towards completion. Jason's 
whimpers, unwillingly pulled from him.. rising to blood-curdling screams as he whipped him mercilessly, choking 
whimpers as he sucked his cock, eyes upturned, the sheer pleasure mirroring his own... Burying his face in the 
curve of Brian's shoulder he came, body shaking and breath hitching as his seed poured out of him, the void 


left behind filled with swirling images of a bloody and battered Jason. Fuck. Fuck 


Rolling out of bed, he stripped off the messy condom and staggered towards the bathroom. "Why don't you 


order some breakfast," he called over his shoulder with false cheer. 


eR 


Oh shit. James let his head drop against the cool tiles of the shower stall. What a fucking mistake this was. 
Maybe he could just stay in here till the kid got bored and left? What sort of attention span do kids have 
these days? 


#4 
Brian slumped to the mattress, trying to avoid the wet patch. What the fuck was that? That had to be the 


weirdest sex ever. Not kinky, just weird.. 


Wiping himself off with the sheet, he followed the trail of discarded clothes back into the living room, dressing 
as he went. With any luck he could get out the door before Hetfield finished drowning himself in the shower. 
Jeeze.. what the fuck was with the guy? He didn't seem to be there for half of it. And the look on his face... 


He was on his way out the door when James emerged from the shower, sopping wet and blinking blearily. 


"Leaving? What the fuck's with you? It's only seven" James scruffed at his wet hair with a towel and cocked 


an eyebrow at him. 


"Me? What the fuck's wrong with you? That was less than stellar. Not everyone's into pain, you know." He 
shrugged his jacket on, and tugged his hair free from the collar. "Don't fucking call me again." 


He pulled the door open. "Mighty Het, huh? Yeah right" The door clicked softly as he let himself out. 


RK 


"So." he said, fidgeting with an orange. 

Lars looked up enquiringly at him, "So?" 

He dragged the words out, "It turns out, that | need him." His eyes pleaded with Lars--please don't ask. 
Lars nodded sagely. "Figures. You're both as fucked up as the other." 


EK 

Breakfast was always a lavish affair; the only way it could be bettered, in James opinion, would be to add a 
side of baby-back ribs. Still, you can't have everything in life. A shadow fell across the table, and receded as 
Jason sat down. He snagged a crispy rasher of bacon from one of James’ collection of dishes and chewed 


noisily before speaking. "So, who'd you fuck? | saw an.. uncomplimentary write-up on Groupiecentral." 


'If you're going to be a cunt, then we might as well not bother with this, Jay," he pointed out calmly, before 
going back to his bacon and eggs. 


"Anyone | know?" James ignored him until he'd eaten his fill 


Pushing his plate away from him, he stared intently at Jason. "| need you," he admitted. A smile lit up Jason's 
craggy face. 


"Good," he said. 


